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Which I would not; for of late
All the neighbour people sate
On my banks, and from the fold
Two white lambs of three weeks old
Offered to my deity:
For which this year they shall be free
From raging floods, that as they pass
Leave their gravel in the grass:
Nor shall their meads be overflown,
When their grass is newly mown.
Amoret.   For thy kindness to me shown,
Never from thy banks be blown
Any tree with windy force
'Cross thy streams to stop thy course:
May no beast that conies to drink,
With his horns cast down thy brink;
May none that for thy fish do look
Cut thy banks to dam thy brook;
Barefoot may no neighbour wade
In thy cool streams, wife nor maid,
When the spawns on stones do lie,
To wash their hemp, and spoil the fry.
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From The Faithful Shepherdess, 1609?
All ye woods, and trees, and bowers,
All ye virtues and ye powers
That inhabit in the lakes,
In the pleasant springs or brakes,
Move your feej
To our sound,
Whilst we greet
All this ground,
With his honour and his name
That defends our flocks from blame.